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Make the Pain Go Away 


Shit. Someone's coming. | came upstairs and hid in the master bathroom to shoot up figuring with a party 
going on downstairs no one would come up and find me. l'm about to open the door and leave to find another 
place to hide when | hear that it's Axl yelling and that | can hear a woman crying, begging him to stop. Erin. | 
freeze; now | can't walk out of here; Axl will know I've been in his bedroom and that I'm in his bathroom 
shooting up and that | heard him arguing with Erin which will make him angrier. Him getting angrier will be bad 
for her, me, and anyone else who gets in his way. Suddenly | hear what sounds like a loud slap followed by the 
sound of a body falling to the floor in front of the bathroom. "I told you you stupid bitch don't leave me 
during this party, your job is to be on my fucking arm the entire time not to go around chatting up every 
man in the room like a fucking whore! | hear another noise and a small grunt and the body outside the 
bathroom slams into the door. Erin! He seriously just kicked Erin into the door! "Get up!" he yells. Nothing. "I 
said fucking get up slut!" | can see the shadow in front of the door move and a second later a punch and a cry 
and Erin slams back into the bathroom door. "I don't want to see you come out of this fucking room for the 
rest of the night, do you understand?!" She must have nodded or something because the bedroom door opens 
and | can hear Axl stomping back down the hall to the stairs. It felt like their argument went on forever but | 
know in reality it was less than an minute because if it hadn't been so fast and | hadn't been so shocked | 


would have come out of the bathroom and done something. Did | really just sit here and listen to Axl just beat 
Erin bloody? | don't even have time to process any of this before the doorknob turns and Erin stumbles into 


the bathroom. 


Our eyes lock and Erin and | both recoil at seeing one another, but she quickly shuts the bathroom door 
trapping us both. | guess it's obvious what | was doing though since | have crap laid out on the counter for 
getting heroin into my veins. She's standing there in a crop top and jeans and her face and stomach are rapidly 
turning a purplish black color from the bruises that are already forming. | just stare at her wondering how 
anyone could hurt someone this beautiful? 


"What the hell are you doing in here Slash?" she whispers. 

| was trying to get away from the party to..well.| gesture to the things on the sink. 

"Does it make it stop hurting?" she asks me. 

"Huh?" 

"The smack Slash, does it make things stop hurting?" Erin asks me, her voice wavering. 

"Yeah, | guess," | answer her. 

"Then give me some. You do it though, | don't know how," she demands as tears begin to slide down her cheeks. 


"Erin, "| say to her reaching out to touch her face. She cringes and steps back. | drop my hands back down to 
my sides and stuff them in my pockets before | do something stupid like that again. | guess when the last 
person who touched you beat the hell out of you hands coming towards your face look pretty frightening. | 
want to touch her so badly though, | want to do..something. Those pretty blue eyes should not be crying like 
this. Wait, what? Where are these thoughts coming from? She's Axl's wife, not mine; his property apparently. 
But she doesn't deserve to be treated like that, nobody does. | don't want to give her the smack, | dont want 
to start her on that. That's the last thing she needs. "This shit is bad for you, you don't want it," | tell her. 


"Yes | do," she replies. "You do it or I'll do it myself and | don't care if | stick the needle in wrong, it's not like 
itll hurt any worse than any of this," she says gesturing to the dark purple bruises rapidly spreading across 
her smooth, white skin. 


| sigh and grab the tourniquet off of the sink and she offers me her arm. | find the vein in the crook of her 
elbow and pick the needle up off of the counter. "You're going to feel it prick ok?" | say to her. She nods and | 
shoot half of the syringe into her arm. Enough to get someone little like her and with no tolerance get good 
and numb and not hurt her. | snap the rubber off of her arm and tie it around my own and shoot up the rest. 
"You might throw up," | tell her just as she pushes past me to the toilet and vomits up everything she ate 
tonight. | open the linen closet and pull out a washcloth wetting it with cold water. The toilet flushes and | turn 
to her and she's just slumped on the floor looking at the ground. | sit down next to her; both of us already 
feeling the rush of the heroin and | wipe the tears off of her cheeks with the wash cloth and then hold the 


cold fabric on the bruise that's spreading up the side of her cheek She reaches up and puts her hand over 
mine and | can tell she's enjoying the way moving feels when you're high. Maybe she'll talk to me now. "How 
long has this been going on?" | ask her. 


"Forever," she says. 
"Why didn't you tell somebody Erin?" 


"Who Slash? He won't let me see anybody. He won't let me out of his sight unless I'm working or he thinks Ill 
be alone. He doesn't want me to be around anyone but him because he's afraid | might tell them. Besides, who 
the hell would care? No one cared when my dad used to hit my mom, why would it be any different for me? | 
mean he's Axl fucking Rose and l'm nobody. 


"You could have told me Erin," | say quietly wondering dazedly if | was really sitting here having this 
conversation with Axis wife, with her, the girl that made my stomach flip over whenever she walked into a 
room. Of course she didn't know that was how | felt; Axl would kill me if he knew | had a thing for Erin. I've 
seen him start fights with guys just for looking at her. 


"No," she answers flatly. " You're his friend.” 
"Not anymore," | say to her. 


"Yes you are Slash," she says insistently. "You are his friend and you never saw any of this because it'll make 


it worse for me." 
"Seriously Erin, you want me to pretend this didn't happen?" | ask her incredulously. 


"Yes," she answers. "Nothing happened here Slash. You didn't see me, we didn't have this conversation, none of 


it happened" 


| reach over and pick up her other hand. "You could leave Erin," | hear myself telling her. "Come with me, I'l 
take you out of here. You don't have to live like this." God, | can tell the drugs are working because there is no 
way | would have said any of this sober. 

She pulls her hand away. "No," she says quickly. "You should go before he finds you here." At that moment, 
staring into her eyes, | would have done anything she asked me to and | was so fucked up | couldn't think 
straight anyway. | didn't want to leave her but she wanted me to go, and what could | do that wouldn't make 
things worse? I'd already made it worse by giving her the drugs she was pleading for. Fuck. | reach up and 
brush the hair out of her face, stroking her swollen cheek. | don't answer her, | just put my shit back in my 
jacket pocket and leave the bathroom but not before | look at her again "Go," she tells me. | do. For some 
fucked up reason | do. 


Keep You Out of Trouble 


When | come out of the bedroom | find Duff standing in the hallway. "What are you doing man?" | ask him 
when | come out of the bedroom. 

"Making sure you don't get yourself in any trouble here tonight," he answers. | look up at him surprised. "You 
can't fix it Slash. She chooses to stay here." I'm pretty sure my eyes are covered up by my hair but the 
urge to cry at that idea is so strong and | can feel tears spring up in the corners of my eyes. "Come on," he 
says. We both head back downstairs and walk straight for the front door. Axl beats us to it and throws and 
arm around my shoulder smiling like hadn't just beaten his wife black and blue and left me to deal with the 
fallout. But | had to stand there and pretend | didn't know anything about what he had dore. | angrily shook his 
arm off and walked out the front door without saying a word. "What the hell?" | can hear him ask Duff. Duff 
mumbles something about me being too wasted to make sense and says he's taking me home. 

| look at Duff and raise my eyebrows after we leave the apartment silently asking him what he was doing 
upstairs anyway. "| went upstairs because | saw you going up and | wanted a hit too," he says taking a deep 
breath. "Then | got as far as the guest room when | heard someone else coming up the stairs and | heard 
Axl's voice so | hid in the guest room so he wouldn't see me. | was standing behind the door and | saw him 
walking Erin down the hall with her arm twisted up behind her back and she was crying. She asked him to let 
go of her arm and he just twisted it more and then he slammed the bedroom door. You heard what happened 
from there. After he went downstairs | came into the bedroom to see if she was ok but she was in the 
bathroom with you." 

"Hl kill him one day," | swear to Duff walking out of Axl's apartment building and waiting for Duff's car. 

"Stay away from her Slash, there's nothing but trouble down that road for you and for her," he advises. | just 
snort and light two cigarettes and hand him one. He doesn't understand. I'm pretty sure l'm already in love with 
her. Stay away my ass. 

"Nothing happened. You were going to check on her, what's the difference in you checking on her and me 
checking on her?" | ask him. "Besides, | was hiding in the bathroom and then she came in and it's not like | could 
pretend | didn't hear what happened or see the way she looked. She's all bruised up and her lips are bleeding, 
what was | supposed to do?" 

"The difference is that I'm not already half in love with her. | wouldn't have shot her up in the bathroom. | 
wouldn't have asked her to leave with me. What the hell were you going to do with her if she had said yes?" 
Duff asked me with a look on his face that said | was clearly crazy. 

"| don't fucking know Duff," | growled as the car pulled up, "and l'm not half in love with her. I'm just in love 
with her; period." He just looked at me over the top of his car and shook his head. 

And so it goes. We met over and over during the next two years and it went the same. Erin would get beaten, 
sometimes badly. She'd find me to ask me to shoot her up. I'd beg her to leave, she would say no. Every time 
it felt like broken glass was ripping though my chest. | thought | was going to fucking die so I'd shoot up some 
more to take the pain away. Nothing got rid of the bleeding in my chest like the needle in my arm. Until last 
week when the whole band was out together celebrating the success of Appetite and the production of Lies; 
that's when shit hit the fan | saw Erin had another bruise on her face that she covered up with makeup and 
so when she went to the bathroom | followed soon after. Same routine of "Erin please leave," and "No Slash | 
can't" Only this time when | got back to the table Axl made sure to tell me about some guy in a book he was 


reading who went looking for trouble and when he found it was so much worse than he ever imagined. | think it 


was a warning. 


What You Find When You Look For Trouble 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter based on Erin Everly\'s statements about Axl in court after she sued him for abuse. Implies assault 
although Everly stated it very directly | didn\'t want to write about it straight out yet. Sensitive subject 


matter warning! 


"Axl?!" Shit, where the hell is that fucker? We've got a photo shoot in 3 hours and are supposed to be at the 
studio where they are shooting it an hour from now. Axl was supposed to be here, waiting for the car to pick 
him up. All the guys are in the limo except Axl; Geffen was worried about Axl showing up late so they sent a 
limo for us so he couldn't make excuses about traffic or anything else. Duff and I'd been knocking on his 
apartment door for over five minutes and he didn't answer so | just tried the door. The place is wide open but 
Axl is nowhere to be found. Erin doesn't seem to be here either, maybe she's working, maybe she's 


somewhere with Axl. This apartment is huge though | think that maybe they're upstairs and can't hear us. 


| look at Duff who looks at me and he quickly says he'll go and check the deck. Fucker. Just doesn't want to be 
the one who pull Axl out of bed if the asshole is sleeping or having sex. | walk up the stairs and notice that 

the door to the bedroom is closed. | hear the door open and close below me and am happy to be able to turn 
and walk back down the hallway towards the entrance thinking Axl has come back from wherever the hell he's 
been but when | come down the stairs | find Izzy and Steven who came up to see what the hell was taking so 


long. 


"What the fuck is going on? Lets go already!" Izzy says out of the side of his mouth, cigarette dangling from 
his lips. Steven his happily walking in behind him, just along for the ride as always but he's gonna be mad when 
he finds out Axl isn't here. Not showing up for gigs on time or at all has become a huge issue for the whole 
band, but Steven and Axl have a particularly volatile relationship. Good thing Izzy and Duff are here to mellow 
the two of them out if they start fighting again. Axl always calms down around the two of them and Steven 


will usually at least leave with me to calm down. 


"He didn't answer the door. Duff's looking for him out on the deck | was going upstairs to look." | trail off. Izzy 
knows | don't really want to go upstairs to find Axl and figure out what the hell he's doing, especially if he's 
still in bed. Nobody wants to be faced with the kind of rage that will follow waking him up or hauling him out 
of bed if he's fucking up there. 


"God damn it!" Steven fumes and kicks Axl's coffee table before stomping out towards the deck where Duff 
has walked out to look for our missing lead singer. Izzy reluctantly follows me towards the stairs and we head 
up and back down the hall. We can see he's not in the bedroom he converted to an office or on the upper deck. 
The guest room is empty as usual. Izzy looks at me quickly before looking down at his boots angrily as we 
stride towards the closed master bedroom door. We stop outside of it listening, holding our breath and 
pressing our ears to the door. Nothing. Izzy and | look at each other. | raise my eyebrows at him and he sighs 


and reaches for the door handle. He's known Axl since they were in ninth grade, he's his best friend, let him 
face his anger first. 


But when the door swings open no one is there. The bed is unmade with the blankets thrown haphazardly over 
it. Izzy walks towards the bathroom door which is also closed but the light is on and l'm following him across 
the room when | hear what sounds like a whimper coming from the walk-in closet. | turn to the right to open 
the door just before Izzy reaches the bathroom. I'm not even really wondering what the hell would be in the 
closet | just followed the noise. | open the closet and flip the light on expecting to find a radio left on or 
something but what | see stops me dead in my tracks. Erin is on the floor. She's naked and her hands are held 
together behind her back with a belt. Her ankles are bound with what looks like a bathrobe belt and duct tape 


is across her mouth. 


"Holy shit!" | manage to spit out as she looks up at me with terrified eyes and tears running down her face. 


And there's blood, there's so much blood on the carpet under her. 


"What?" Izzy says stepping out of the empty bathroom. 
"Izzy, give me that blanket and call the police now." | tell him my voice flat with fear and shock from what l'm 


seeing. 


"What?" Izzy says stepping towards me. Erin looks up at me with pleading eyes, begging me not to let him see 
her. | step out and push the door closed a little. 


"Just give me the blanket. Then call the police." From inside the closet | hear frantic sounds from Erin. Izzy 
hears them too and quickly grabs the blanket from off the bed and hands it to me. Neither one of us looks at 
the bed, only at the closet towards the sounds coming from inside. | hold my hands out for the blanket and 
gesture for him to stay back from the door. | open it again and quickly cover Erin with the comforter from 
the bed and kneel down beside her. From where she's laying on the floor she see's Izzy move towards the 
phone and begins frantically shaking her head and crying again. 

"You don't want him to call the police | say to her,and | can tell Izzy is wondering why in the world she wouldn't 
want to report a break in and obvious assault. She shakes her head at me again her eyes wide and filled with 
terror like I've never seen before. Izzy stops and looks towards me and at the same time catches sight of the 
bed and what he didn't see when he grabbed the blanket without looking a second ago. The bed is bloody in 
places. He looks at me, still not knowing exactly what is going on but with horror on his face and it dawns on 
him all of a sudden, | can tell by his facial expressions. Axl did this. Nobody broke in and attacked Erin. Axl 
attacked Erin. Axl attacked Erin, tied her up, beat her up, did God knows what to her and threw her in the 
closet and left. I'm betting he left her here for me to find too. He warned me last right | just didn't get it. "He 
planned it," | think. | look down at her beautiful face covered in bruises and whisper to her "He did this to you?" 
She just nods and looks at the floor choking because she's now sobbing only she can't breathe. | quickly reach 
over to remove the tape from her mouth so she can get some air, silently swearing to myself that this is 


going to hurt her more. 


‘lm sorry Erin," | tell her because | know its going to hurt and pull the tape off at the corner so she doesn't 
suffocate but she's not getting enough air so | just have to pull it all the way off and she yelps and gasps for 


air. Her small cry of pain is like a knife stabbing me in the heart. | didn't want to hurt her any more than 
she'd already been hurt. Once Erin regains her breath her sobs start in earnest. | want to reach out and 
touch her, hold her, fix what's happened to her but | don't know that she wants me to touch her. | reach 
towards her and her blue eyes look up at me. | pull my hands back in confusion when she looks at me, what do 


| do? 


"Slash," she pleads, sobbing harder, "get it off," she begs and struggles against the belt holding her hands 
behind her back. "It hurts, get it off me!" That's all it takes and | move behind her and start to unbuckle the 
belt holding her hands. Shit. | don't know how to do this and not see what's been done to her. | just try and get 
it off as quickly and gently as | can without embarrassing her or hurting her. When her hands are free she 
latches onto my shirt laying her head in my lap. | don't know what to do so | reach out and stroke her hair. | 
know what | want to do. What | want to do is gather her up in my arms and hold her and then later | want to 
slaughter Axl. That's what | want to do but | don't know what to really do with another man's wife that I've 
always wanted to love who's just had her husband do all this to her.. 


"Don't leave me please!" she begs gripping my t-shirt even harder. 


"Ok, | won't. It's ok, | won't leave you" | tell her over and over pushing her dark curls back out of her face. Her 
hands look so little and fragile sticking out from under the huge black comforter. | look back up at Izzy. He's 
just staring open mouthed at both of us still not believing what's happened. The realization that this isn't the 
first time I've seen something like this coming to him as he watches me run my hands over her brown hair 
and whispering quietly to her; that there's more to this than just today between us or she wouldn't let me 
near her in this state. She never lets anybody near her ever. Only Axl. "Izzy, | need scissors or something. " | 


tell him. 


"Yeah," he almost whispers. He takes one more shocked look at Erin who has her face pressed into me hiding 
and moves back towards the bathroom. He comes back to me with a pair of barber's shears and | can tell 
from the look on his face that he has no idea whether or not he should step over the threshold of the door 
and hand them to me or what. | reach up and hold out my hand to him keeping my other hand moving 


soothingly over Erin's hair. 


| take the scissors just as we hear footsteps in the hall. Izzy quickly moves to keep the other guys out of the 
bedroom and | can hear Steven yell down the hall "Did you guys find that mother fucker?" 


"No, says Izzy pulling the bedroom door almost closed behind him, keeping his hand on the knob holding it shut. 
"But we're going to and then we're going to kill him." 


"What?" | hear Duff ask. "Where's Slash? Why are you holding the door shut?" 


"Just, back downstairs, come on," Izzy tells them. | can picture Steven, oblivious and wanting to push past Izzy 


through the door and Duff's face knowing something is terribly wrong here. 


"Who's in there?" Steven asks. "What the fuck is Slash doing? Where the fuck is Axl?" 


"Erin's in there. Leave him with her, she needs him. Go downstairs now." | can hear Izzy tel him through 
gritted teeth and then he pulls the door closed. | can hear Steven's loud protests as Izzy and Duff herd him 
back downstairs. Izzy will find Axl | know and then | have no idea what the hell will happen. The three of them 
will beat the shit out of him | know that. | can only imagine how good it would feel to hear his nose crunch 
under my fists. | also know he won't dare to call the cops or anything because they would find out about this 
and so would the press. But right now | have to deal with the woman shaking and crying with her face buried 


in my lap. 


Please Just Get Me Out Of Here 


"Erin," | say softly, "I'm going to cut your feet free ok?" She nods and | ease her off my lap to cut through 
the flannel belt holding her feet. As soon as her legs are free she curls up in a ball on the floor and pulls the 
blanket tight around her. "Do you want me to go?" | ask her. She shakes her head. "I, | don't know what to do 
Erin," | tell her. 


"What do you want to do Slash?" she whispers and stares at the floor. 


"This," | sit on the floor and gather her and her blanket up to me sitting her on my lap and holding her tight 


against me and stroking her hair again. 


"This is good," she whispers and buries her face in my neck, sobbing some more. "All he ever does is hit me,’ 


she finally chokes out. | grip her tighter to my chest. 


"What else did he do to you Erin?" | ask her, looking down at her face. She won't look at me. I'm pretty sure | 
already know the answer since | wasn't blind when | had free her hands. She just shakes her head and grips my 
shirt again, her tears soaking through the fabric and onto my skin when she puts her face back into my neck. 


| hear shit start crashing around downstairs. Either the guys decided to trash the place or Axl's back and | 
don't know which is worse. Erin stiffens in my arms and looks up at me terrified again, like an injured, cornered 
animal. 

"Don't let him come back Slash! Please!" she begs me and at the same time pulls away from me. He can't find 
me like this, with you.." she says in a panic and tries to stand up on shaky legs but she stumbles on the 
blanket and ends up back on the floor. | sit up on my knees and pull her back onto my lap. She struggles 
against me for a second and then looks in my eyes and stops. | tilt her chin up to look at me. "| won't let him 
near you. He's not going to hurt you anymore," | promise her. Inside | promise myself | won't let him but if she 
won't leave with me this time or she comes back to him again | don't know how | ‘ll keep that promise. How 
many times have | asked her not to come back here? How many times have | asked her to leave with me since 
that first time? It doesn't really matter to me, I'd ask her over and over again forever even though it makes 
me feel like my chest is full of broken glass every time she says no; but if she keeps coming back to this | 
can't keep her safe. | couldn't keep her safe today and l'm so ANGRY at myself, at Axl, he will pay, but I'd like 
to be the one personally delivering the payment. 


My fists clench, momentarily letting go of Erin and she looks up surprised and flinches. God that's her 
automatic reaction, to flinch. He's been allowed to hurt her too much for too long and this has got to be it. | 
quickly pull her back into my chest and hold her there and she relaxes a little but | can tell she's waiting for 
me to let go or push her away. 

Footsteps come back up the stairs and | can tell it's Izzy by the way they sound and | think inside Erin knows 
its not Axl but she goes absolutely rigid in my arms. "It's Izzy, its ok babygirl, its not him," | say soothingly 


to her. "Its not him, I've got you ok? You're safe. You'll always be safe with me." 


"I know, | should have listened to you years ago," she cries into me. | just shake my head. What do | say to 


that because she should have but pointing that out wouldn't do anybody any good. 
The bedroom door opens. "Slash?" Izzy calls out. 


"Yeah?" 


"I called a cab for us, we're going back to my house for my car and then we're going looking for Axl. But you 
need to get her out of here before he comes back and we're gone. You know he'll come back soon; especially if 
he went to the studio already and we don't show. Take the limo and go but go now, or do we need an 


ambulance or the police? Izzy asks me "Because there's so much blood." his voice trails off. 
| look down at Erin. "No!" she says vehemently shaking her head. "Please don't” 
"Erin," | begin but she interrupts me. 


"No, just take me out of here Slash, no police, no ambulance, just get me out!" | just nod and put Erin down to 
get up. She sways on her feet and almost falls over. | put my hands out to steady her and then pick her up 
and carry her wrapped in the comforter out of the closet and out of the bedroom door. Erin doesn't look up, 
she just clings to me. | pass Izzy and say "Get her some stuff will you and bring it to the car?" He nods and 
walks back into that horrible bedroom closet and | hear him pulling things off of hangers and drawers opening. 


When | get to the bottom of the steps | see that Duff is standing guard by the front door and Steven has 
gotten the limo driver to turn the car around facing out of the condo complex and is pacing up and down the 
sidewalk in front of the car, ready for a fight. Crazy bastard. Axl always beats the crap out of him when they 
fight but he keeps fighting. Izzy comes down behind me with a bag of Erin's stuff and Duff hands Izzy her 
purse. " Anything else you want? "| ask her. 

She shakes her head. My purse, my passport, that's all. " 


Its in the bag," Izzy says quietly from behind me. It was in the drawer when | got some of your things.’ 
"Nothing else," Erin whispers to me. | shake my head at Izzy. 

"That's it," | tell him. 

Ok," | say back to her. Duff catches my eye on the way out, his look says seeing me carrying her off is no 
surprise to him. | wonder how much he's told the others about how | tried to get her out of here long before 


now? The driver opens the limo door and | sit down in the car, never letting go of Erin and we're out of there. 


We get back to my house and | take Erin inside locking all the doors and windows once I've got her settled on 
my couch. When everything is locked up | move back to the couch and sit on the floor in front of Erin. "Can | 
get you out of that blanket and into some clothes?" | ask her. She looks at me blankly, her mind obviously 
somewhere else and finally nods her head. 

"Wait," she says to me. "Just this once Slash, give me a fix again. Everything hurts so much." 


"Every time | do that you go back to him," | tell her. "You come to me after he hits you, ask me for help, get 


high, get numb for a while and then go back to him and let him do it all over again" 
"| won't," she says, "I swear. Please.” 


"Erin, if you go back to him he's going to kill you, you know that right? One of these days he really is going to 
kill you. Let today be the last day he hurts you, please? No more Erin. Just promise me you'll stay here and 


let me take care of you and if you won't let me take you somewhere else. Just please, don't go back to Axl." 
"| won't," she whispers and bursts into tears. 


| rake my hands through my hair in frustration and despair. All of this is my fault. My following Erin to the 
bathroom last night, the fact that | gave her a fix that first time at all and she knows what it feels like to 
get that rush of painless euphoria, that's all my fault. But | seriously could use some myself right now and 
she won't let me take her to the hospital so she's not going to get any pain meds so | just give up and go into 
the kitchen and get everything ready and then shoot up before | take everything back into the living room and 
do it for her. In a few seconds | feel Erin's whole body relax and | carry her back to my bedroom. | want to 
put her in the guest room but she shakes her head when | open the door and grips my shirt in a death grip 
again so | sit her on my bed. 

| go back for the bag of her things and bring it upstairs handing it to her. She puts it down and tells me she 
wants to take a shower. | dig some fancy shampoos and soaps out of the bathroom drawers that | took from 
some hotels we stayed in and leave them on the sink for her. When she's in the bathroom and | can hear the 
water running | finally sit down on the side of the bed and let the tears that have been building up all morning 
fall while no one can see them. | should have known that something bad like this was coming, | should have 
known last night when Axl said that thing about finding trouble when you look for it, ! should have known years 
ago this wasn't going to end well. God damnit why was | such a coward all this time? Why didn't | do something 
before now? l'm so grateful for the heroin right now, | can't imagine how badly this would hurt if it wasn't at 
least taking the edge off. As it is seeing her like this makes me feel like my heart is literally breaking into 1000 


pieces. She must be hurting so much more than that. 


Evil has a Face 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks for reading and reviewing! 


Erin stays in the shower forever and | don't bother her, | don't want to push the situation, | don't know how 
much to help her or how much to back off. | don't want to make anything worse for her. When she comes out 
of the bathroom she's dressed in one of my Aerosmith t-shirts and a pair of grey sweats. | get her to lie 
down in my bed with the TV on and | run my fingers through her wet hair until she falls asleep. 


Soon after her eyes close | hear pounding on my door. | go downstairs and look out of the small windows that 
let me see who's on the porch. The guys are back and a beaten and bloodied Axl is being held by Duff and Izzy 
like a prisoner with his arms twisted behind his back. | open the door and Steven immediately says "We 
brought you a present!" | don't even let him finish his sentence before my fist flies into Axl's face. He 
struggles against Duff and Izzy but they're strong and they hold his arms behind his back and pull him up so 
he can't get away from me. He looks up at me with a bloody nose and almost laughs. That's it. Suddenly | am a 
raging animal and my fists and my boots are connecting with flesh and then Steven is grabbing me from 
behind and Duff drops Axl who sags against Izzy and holds me back. 

"That's enough," he says. 


"No it isn't," | growl trying to break away. 
"I know it isn't but you have to stop or you'll kill him," Duff tells me. 


"Good because he needs to die," | say through gritted teeth still struggling to get back to Axl who looks up at 
me again and says through bloodied lips "She liked it too, don't let her lie to you you stupid bastard, | heard 
her scream when | fucked her up her ass this morning and she loved every second of it” Duff and Steven let 
go of me and we're fighting again and then finally Axl's lying unconscious on the ground. 

This time it's Izzy who pulls me away. 

"You won't be any good to her if you're in jail for killing this mother fucker" he grunts slamming me into the 


wall of the house. He's right. | stop struggling. 


"Get that shit off my porch," | tell my friends who drag Axl back to the car. Izzy stays for a second and to 
ask if Erin's ok. | can tell he's pretty shaken by what Axl said; he'd only seen so much this morning he didn't 
see what | saw when | freed her hands. Blood smeared all up her back, blood dried on her legs, blood just 
seemed to be everywhere. Izzy probably thought that the blood on the bed came from Axl beating her, not 
from him..doing things to her this morning. She still wont tell me what happened but | guess now | know that 
what | thought happened did. 


| tell Izzy Erin's ok, that she's finally asleep. "What are you going to do now man?" he asks. 


| have no fucking clue," | answer honestly. "I don't know what the fuck is going to happen" His response is to 
hand me a folded brown paper back that | know is full of smack. Thank God for Izzy, he deals with emotions 
just about as well as | do. The guys leave but | don't go back into the house right away, | stay outside and 
take out my rage on the patio furniture throwing it all across the lawn. My neighbors already fucking hate me, 


who cares if they hate me more? When | finally go back in Erin is awake and waiting for me. 
"| heard him," she tells me. "| head Axl out there." 


"Fuck him," | say and all the anger | thought | had vented is back. | turn around and punch the wall leaving a 
gaping hole in the plaster. Erin immediately runs to the other side of the bed and | look at her and see nothing 
but absolute and total fear. 


Shit. "Erin, l'm not angry at you," | tell her slowly moving towards her. "I'm angry at Axl and even if | was 
angry at you | wouldn't hurt you." How do | reassure this beautiful, damaged girl that I'll keep her safe? l'm 
not sure that anything will ever make her feel that way after spending so many years of being terrified of 
the man who supposedly loves her but | have to try. | get to the other side of the bed and put my hands up 
to show her | won't touch her and then lower them to my sides and stuff them into my pockets once again 
not knowing what to do with them. Erin just looks at me with wide eyes and | stare back at her through the 
hair that's falling in my face. | can feel tears threatening to fall again and | look down at the floor. 


"I'm sorry | scared you," | say to her. "I didn't mean to. | don't ever want you to be afraid of me. | won't hurt 
you Erin; | love you too much to hurt you." Shit. Did | really just say that to her? Did | seriously just tell her | 
loved her? She moves towards me and | can't stop myself | reach out and pull her to me again holding her as 
tightly as | can. | don't want to let her go, I'm afraid if | do she'll disappear back into the rabbit hole that is 
her life with Axl. Instead of trying to push me away though | feel her arms come up around me and she 


relaxes into me. She's crying again, | can feel her tears on my chest. 
‘| love you too, | have for along time," she whispers into my neck. "But l'm so afraid Saul." 


Oh God. She just called me by my real name and | love the way it sounds on her lips. | don't know what's going 
to happen to us after today, especially since | just knocked out my band's lead singer by banging his head into 
the porch floor but | don't care. All! care about in the world is standing in my arms right now. To me there is 
nothing else. | don't care about the band, | don't care that when management finds out what's happened they're 
going to have a shit fit, | don't care that both of my hands are bleeding and that my lip is busted, there is 
only her and finally, finally maybe | can have her. Finally | can protect her. Finally maybe I'll see a smile instead 
of tears in her eyes. Fuck | hope so. "You don't ever have to be afraid again babygirl, | won't let anything 


happen to you" | murmer into her ear. 


She looks up at me and says "You asked earlier me what happened, and well, that is what happened, what he 
said.." she tells me and suddenly she's sobbing again. "He tied me up an left me in the closet all night and then 
this morning he took me out and tied me to the bed and then he..he.." she pushes back from me and moves to 


sit on the bed, wrapping her arms around herself and curling up; trying to make herself as small as possible 


as if she wants to disappear. 


"I know," | say to her. "I heard him. | know what he did to you. I'm so sorry Erin, I'm so sorry | wasn't there 


this morning to stop him.." my voice is cracking. | can't get any more words out. 


Its not your fault Saul" she says. | pull her back over to me and wrap my arms around her again. She's 
shaking so | pick her up and lay her down on the bed and lie down next to her. | pull the bedcovers over her 
and hold her tightly against my body in an attempt to stop the shivering whether it's from cold or fear. 
Eventually she stops trembling and falls asleep again. | look down at her and even with a bruised tearstained 
face she's still beautiful. How you could want to hurt anything as beautiful and fragile as her is beyond me. 


Erin\'s PoV : | Wish | Was Just Dreaming 


Author's Notes: 
It\'s pretty graphic so if you can\'t handle violent nonconsentual sex don\'t read it. 


Erin 

| lay curled up in a ball on the floor of the bedroom closet shivering, my arms tied behind my back with a belt 
and hurting so badly. My feet tied together. After their show last night instead of leaving like he normally does 
Axl hung around with the rest of the band. 


| had watched the show from backstage and it was amazing. We had fun hanging out with the rest of the guys 
but | noticed that Slash got more and more incoherent the longer Axl and | stayed there. | know he went to 
the bathroom to shoot up after we'd only been there a few minutes. . But then everyone else got wasted and 
it was pretty hard to tell his inebriation from anyone else's. | don't think Axl knows he talked to me in the 
hallway outside of the bathrooms. But I'm beginning to think he does know, | can't come up with any other 
reason he's tied me up like this; but then sometimes he doesn't need a reason. 


Suddenly light shines into the closet and Axl's standing over me. He doesn't say anything he just picks me up 
off the floor and carries me out to our bedroom dumping me on our bed. He loosens the restraints on my 
hands and | feel the blood rushing back into them only to have them yanked up above my head. Axl shoves me 
facedown on the bed and straps my hands around the bedpost. He still hasn't said a word. | can't see him but | 
hear him drop his pants onto the floor next to the bed and suddenly he's on top of me, straddling me and | 
whimper when he leans down next to my face and kisses me neck. | shudder and struggle against him and he 
pulls my hair yanking my head backwards. He puts his arm under my waist and pulls me up onto my knees. 
"Please don't Axl," | beg him. 

"Shut up bitch, | didn't say you could talk," he says and his open hand connects with the side of my face. | 
know better than to cry out, he'll only get angrier. Why is he so angry today? Why was he so angry last 
night? Nothing happened at the party but when we came home he got angry at me for taking too long in the 
shower and tied me up and threw me in the closet. Not for the first time either. I'm startled back into the 
present by the feeling of Axl's cock pushing up against my nakedness, rubbing back and forth against me. He 
pulls my head back towards him again and says to me "Tell me how bad you want me baby." 

| don't want to tell him this. | want to scream and scream until | somehow end up somewhere else. | feel his 
hands tangle in my hair and pull it. "I want you Axl," | get out. "| want you so badly," | say in what | hope 
passes for a sexy voice. | know what he really gets off on is hurting me or scaring me. He moves his cock to 
my entrance and slams into me as hards as he can. | have to pretend that | enjoy all of this or | will pay even 


more later. 


"| saw you looking at the other guys last night," he says pulling my hair and thrusting harder." | told you not 
to act like a whore and you didn't listen 


"No Axl, | didn't act like anything, "| try to tell him. 
"You did Erin and you're about to find out what happens to whores!" 
"No, | was just being nice," | try and tell him. 


"You think | belive that bitch? | saw Slash get up and go get high almost as soon as you walked into the room. 
Why is that Erin? Why is it that he gets wasted every time you're around? Does he have a thing for you 
Erin?" 


| don't know, "| tell Axl. | didn't notice anything! 


"Lying bitch!" Axl says and slams my head into the headboard. Then you were talking to lzzy and that guitar 
tech, | saw all of it Erin! He's still inside of me and he grabs onto my hair and begins thrusting into me again. 


He's hurting me. 


"Please stop Axl, you know Izzy's your friend, so is Slash, they weren't looking at me." | close my eyes and 
picture Saul's soft brown eyes, Izzy's silly sideways smile, Duff and Steven's good natured laughter at the 
party last night, somehow it ended in this. 

"| don't even fucking care if they were Erin," he says. | want them to look, | want them to see what they can't 
have. | just don't want you looking back! 

| didn't!" | protest. Axl pulls out of me and for a second I'm relieved and think maybe he'll leave me alone. I'm 
quickly disabused of this notion when | feel his now very hard dick pushing into me from the back. No no no 
nononononono! | think. Then he slams into me and the world explodes with pain. | hear myself scream and he 
just keeps doing it. | can feel my skin tearing and blood running down my leg and he's just laughing at me. 
"You like it bitch. Tell me you like it!" he growls. 

| don't say anything | just keep screaming in pain and he starts to pound into me even more furiously growing 
harder and harder inside of me until he finally groans and pulls my hair again jerking my head back violently 


pushing into me even harder until he finally stops coming. 


When he's done he gets up and gets in the shower, leaving me tied to the bedpost. He comes out of the 
bathroom with a towel around his waist and unties my hands which he just pulls behind my back again and 
buckles the belt tight around them. Then he throws me back into the closet and turns off the light. How long 
is he going to keep me in here this time? | wonder. | hear him move around the room for a few minutes and 


then leave. 


| lay on the floor thinking that he's finally gone and then | hear him come back in the room. The door opens 
and he's standing in front of me with a piece of duct tape and he kneels down and puts the tape over my 
mouth. "This is what you get for screaming, "says and then he really is gone leaving me bleeding and shivering 


on the floor of the closet. 


About a half an hour later | hear pounding on the front door and then about IO minutes later | hear footsteps 
on the stairs and then they go back down. Then | hear two sets of feet coming back up the stairs and down 
the hallway. | hear the bedroom door open and then the closet door opens and someore flips the light on and | 


squint up a then, blinded by the light suddenly shining down from the ceiling. | look up and see a mass of black 


curls and a pair of dark brown eyes . Slash. 


But then | realize, this room l'm in isn't the closet and it's dark Slash is sitting above me, those eyes looking 
down on me but he looks terrified too. "Erin, you're dreaming, you're just dreaming, it's ok," he says quietly 
trying to stop my arms from flailing around. Dreaming. | was dreaming that's all. | can finally hear what Slash 
is saying over the rush of blood in my ears. | relax and he pulls me closer to him, talking to me in a soothing 


voice. "Its ok babygirl, it was just a dream. It was just a dream." 


| allow him to pick me up and move me onto his lap. He leans against the headboard and | straddle his legs 
leaning against him. His strong arms lock around me and his hands fist lightly in my hair. His soft kisses are 
fluttering around my forehead and cheeks | look up at him, wanting to feel that comforting feeling on my lips 
and then ever so lightly his lips brush over mine. Every bit of terror from the dream disappears the second 


our lips touch. 


He\'s perfect 


Slash 

When Erin's finally asleep again | light up a cigarette and sit there smoking it and wondering what the hell I've 
gotten myself into. What's going to happen with the band? | don't ever fucking want to be in the same room as 
Axl again! We've got a tour to go on and more recording to do, all kinds of shit I'm never going to get away 
from himl Fuck! | can't think about it anymore. My mouth starts watering and | can feel the craving for smack 
rising up in my chest. | slip out of bed being careful not to wake Erin and grab the brown paper bag Izzy gave 
me earlier and make my way to the black bathroom with the snake tanks that | like to shoot up in. God such 
sweet relief when it hits my veins! | just lean up against the bathroom wall and relax with my head slightly 
buzzing. | sit there for a few minutes remembering Erin screaming in the bed next to me. She woke me up out 
of a dead sleep screaming about Axl and crying, begging, and saying no. How could anybody do anything to her 
that was bad enough to make her scream like that. The thought barely forms in my head and | hear 
screaming again. | bolt out of the bathroom, swaying on my feet and back into the bedroom. This time Erin's 
woken herself up and she seems to know where she is and she reaches for me as soon as l'm on the bed 
beside her. | pull her up next to my chest stroking her hair and whispering to her. | don't know what else to do. 
"Slash," she cries into me. 

"Shh, babygirl, I've got you, you don't have to worry. I'm here, you're safe, you're safe. Don't cry baby, please 
don't cry." She full on sobs for about a half an hour and | hold her. She finally falls asleep again around 3 and | 
just sit and hold her for the rest of the night. That seems to make things better because there are no more 
incidents during the night. | may not be getting any sleep tonight but at least | know Erin's safe here with me. 
There isn't anything | wouldn't give up to be holding her right now. | can't even believe she's real. I've never 
loved anyone or anything so much in my entire life. | smile when | think that now that | have her I'll finally get 
to show her what it really means to love someone. | can't wait to make her smile..is the last thing | think 


before dropping off into sleep. 


Slash finally walks into the house around midnight and jumps into the shower. In all these weeks he hasn't 
asked me for anything. He's the polar opposite of what I'm used to. He's always quiet and gentle with me, never 
yelling, never getting angry at me. He goes out of his way to make sure | have anything | need, anything | want. 
Axl never asked me what | wanted to eat, where | wanted to go, what | wanted to watch on ty, nothing. Saul 
asks me all of those things. He goes out of his way to do things he thinks will make me happy like bring home 
flowers or make me breakfast, or try to make breakfast anyway, he set off the smoke detectors burning 
breakfast. Which made me laugh anyway which made him smile so | guess that was a success no matter how 
you look at it. He got Izzy and Duff to bring me all of my things from Axl's apartment. He sent me out for an 
evening with some of my old friends that | haven't seen in years. 

GNR is still playing, still recording for Use Your Illusion but | guess Axl doesn't come to record or rehearse 
with them. Everyone else goes in and records and Axl does his voice tracks separately. The record company 
isn't really thrilled with any of this but they are backing Slash's side project called Slash's Snakepit. GNR is a 
major money maker for them so they aren't trying to have the band break up so they agreed to the whole 
separate recording sessions thing. Axl is holing up in his condo and only comes out for press junkets and gigs. 


The other guys in the band come over here a lot. Duff told me that before | moved in Saul was getting really 


bad with the heroin. He said he would come over and Saul would be so high he was seeing little people on the 
curtain rods and would only talk to him through the window. | haven't asked him but I'm fairly sure he stil 
shoots up before having to go anywhere Axl is going to be but he's not only talking to Duff through the 
window anymore. | don't feel like | have the right to ask him about the drugs yet, | feel like some of it is my 
fault. | did ask him that one night, if was using because of me and he said no, that what he did was his choice 
which is true but | still feel like | made him feel the way he did. 

The one thing we haven't talked about is the rape. Neither one of us knows how to deal with that and | know 
the one time | said something he got high immediately so | haven't said anything else. It's not that | want to 
talk about it but | wake up screaming from nightmares a lot. The dreams aren't just about that they're about 
Axl and all sorts of things he did to me or could have done or threatened to do. Saul said | cry in my sleep too 
sometimes. | woke up once and he was wrapped around me just looking at me and | had tears running down my 
face but | hadn't woken up. He shot up after that too. He woke me up when he got out of the bed to go to the 
bathroom and do it, | heard him in there. Most of the time though he's been fine and really good at calming 
me down, Every time I've woken up terrified he's been there and just quietly pulls me into his arms and holds 
me up against his body until | stop shaking and can breathe normally again. Is funny because | can hear both 
of our heartbeats when he does this and mine sounds like it belongs to a terrified rabbit beating about IOO 
miles an hour and his is always so calm and normal. He won't go back to sleep though unless | do and he'll just 
lay there and run his fingers through my hair until | fall asleep again. | worry about him being exhausted 
because of me but he says he's an insomniac anyway. | worry that I'm not good for him because of things like 
this. l'm obviously the reason he uses sometimes, at least twice that | know of. 


But | know he and Izzy have both cleaned up their acts a good bit though since | moved in here and Duff told 
me that he hasn't seen Saul this happy in years. Maybe never. | enjoy getting to know Duff and Izzy and 
Steven. Steven's a really easy to get along with happy go lucky guy unless someone crosses him. Axl always 
talked about him like he was a total idiot. He's not that he's just stoned most of the time. Izzy's complicated 
but a total genius. He knows the weirdest things about almost everything. Music, poetry, Shakespeare, biology, 
ask Izzy, he'll know. He has a really dark side though, sometimes | think he's so depressed it's hard for him to 
get out of bed without getting high. Duff is putting himself through community college correspondence 
courses. He wants to get a degree in accounting so that he can manage all of the guy's money and they won't 
end up like Sly Stone broke and living in a roach infested room the way they were before they hit it big. All of 
the guys read, well, except Steven, he sort of limits his interests to girls, cocaine, and music. Saul's got book 
cases and snake terrariums all over this house. He knows snakes, everything about snakes, all types of snakes. 
Its funny because it's a total obsession with him. Duff said he was all sad once because his snake Clyde died 
and no one cared and he didn't get it because if someone's dog died people would be sad but no one cared 
about the snake but him. He's just different like that. The way he thinks is really out there sometimes but 
he's so invested in the things he thinks about that you can't help but listen and smile even if he's telling you 
something really off the wall. 

When Saul finally gets out of the shower that night and crawls into bed with me | reach for him first kissing 
him softly on the lips. He smiles in the dark and talks to me a little about the show that night. It's one of a 4 
part LA concert series GNR is doing while their back in town so they can keep busy. All of the guys tend to 
get into trouble and develop drug habits when they're not busy enough so their record company is keeping 
them plenty busy. He asks me what | did tonight while he was gone and | tell him about the phone call | made 
to my mom. Nothing big. No big production about what went wrong with the show, no big deal if someone 


screwed something up, no being angry about what someone threw on stage or in the audience. No temper 
tantrums about how | don't have a drink or something to eat ready at midnight, nothing. Just a shower and a 
smile and some catching up. Best thing? No one's backhanded me because | said the wrong thing or wasn't 
dressed in the right lingere. In fact | didn't have any of that stuff brought here. | sleep in Saul's t-shirts at 
night. They're huge and soft and lots of them are falling apart, | love them. 


| lean up and kiss him again this time letting my lips linger on his. He feels the kiss getting more intense and 
responds but he doesn't push. He just kisses me back a little harder. | move my hand down his back and run 
my fingers under the band of his boxers and he sucks in a small breath. | move my other hand up and into his 
curly hair and press my body against his and | feel him stiffen against my leg. He pulls back from me for a 
second, looking at me nervously and gauging my reaction. | brush the hair back out of his face and pull him 
back down to my mouth. | feel him smile and from that second on he's a different person. He might be quieter 
and laid back but just like when he's on stage when he's in bed he's in charge but in a quiet way. | grind against 
him and he groans a little bit and | run my hand around and down his stomach. In a second he has his hand s 
up under my t-shirt and his fingers are skimming my breasts. He pulls the shirt up and over my head and | 
feel his lips trailing down my neck around my collar bone. He puts his hand under my back and then his mouth 
is on one of my nipples alternately sucking on it and running his tongue over the sensitive surface. He moves 
to the other side and | grip his arms and gasp pushing myself up against his mouth. He spends seveal minutes 
doing this until he has me limp and writhing underneath him and he laughs when he pulls away at my obvious 
frustration and desire. 

| reach down and slide his boxers off down over his hips and run my hand over the length of his hardness. 
"Whoa," | think. | once heard Duff and Izzy teasing Axl ( who hated snakes, Slash had brought one out on stage 
and had it draped around him after the show, he wanted to show it to Axl but Axl freaked) about being jealous 
of the huge snake that lived in Slash's pants. This earned Duff a slap on the back of the head and then there 
was a lot of general bragging from everyone about their own "snakes" but those two guys weren't kidding, he's 
huge. | wrap my hand around him and gently pull my hand up and over the head of his cock and he groans out 
loud. He moves to pull down my underwear and softly runs his hands over my stomach . He's just sitting there 
above me staring at me for a second and then gives me a naughty smile when he catches my eye. He puts his 
arms under my hips and pulls me to the edge of the bed. Then | feel his kisses on my thighs moving up my 
legs. The next thing | feel is his tongue moving slowly from my entrance to my clit and then circling it. His 
tongue flicks over my clit and | feel a shock of pleasure almost like electricity running through me. He does 
this for a few minutes chuckling at how responsive | am but | can't help it. | haven't had a lover who gives like 
this for years. Axl was all about taking it wasn't about pleasing me it was about pleasing him. Then | feel his 
tongue move down and push into me. | gasp and then groan as it's quickly replaced by his middle finger. His 
tongue is circling my clit again and his finger is stroking a spot inside me that makes me cry out in pleasure 
when he touches it. He slides his finger in and out of me and then adds a second one. His tongue begins to flick 
over me again as his fingers move- skillfully skimming that spot inside teasing me. How does he know where to 
touch me to make me feel like this? Lots of practice | guess but | can't say that Axl had any less and he 
never touched me this way. The way Saul touches me tells me that he spent time with his lovers learning how 
and where to touch them to get them to respond to him. He didn't just fuck every groupie that came on to 
him without thinking about it. Not that Slash didn't have his share of mindless sex, but somewhere along the 
line he paid attention to the women who shared his bed and learned what made them feel good. He suddenly 
flicks his tongue rapidly over my clit and that combined with the sensation his talented fingers are creating 


inside me pushes me over the edge. In seconds | feel my body arch towards him and my muscles clamp down 
on his fingers as | come harder than | have in years. | can't seem to do it quietly either crying out as the 
orgasm washes over me. He doesn't stop until | put my hands on his hair, practically begging him to, | need to 


come down and | won't if he keeps it up. 


He gives me a minute to catch my breath leaning his head against my leg he says "That was one of the 
fucking hottest things | have ever seen" 


"What? | ask him trying to calm down, shivering at the aftershocks that run through me and smiling when he 


turns and kisses my thigh when he feels this, causing an entirely new wave of pleasure to run through me. 
"You getting off," he answers and moves me back on the bed. 


He lays down next to me so that he 's touching me but he can prop himself up on one elbow. He gently slides 
his fingers inside of me again and begins to draw gasps and small sounds of pleasure from me. He leans down 
and puts his mouth to my closest nipple and again | find myself crying out and pushing myself towards his 
mouth. He moves back and forth between my breasts and teases them with his tongue, lips, and teeth. He 
slowly slides his guitar string calloused fingers in and out of me and then circles them around the spot he's 
found inside me. His tongue skims over my nipples and he runs his teeth over one as a second orgasm rips 
through me. My hands grip handfuls of his soft black curls and! gasp and groan in his ear as my body again 


contracts around his fingers. 


When | regain my senses | move up to kiss him again and | push him back onto the bed. He gently slips his 
fingers out of me and | pull away from his mouth and move between his legs. | run my hands over him again 
softly enjoying the feel of the silky soft skin that covered his throbbing cock. | take him him into my mouth 
and run my tongue around the head of it and then move to take the rest of him into my mouth. He groans 
out loud when | begin to move my mouth up and down his shaft applying a little suction and making him 
breathe in sharply when | run my tongue over the sensitive spot on the back of his cock just behind the head. 
His hands flit through my air and | see yet another difference between Axl and Saul. Axl would always pull my 
hair, the more it hurt me the better. He'd grab handfuls of it jerking my head forwards while he literally 
shoved his dick down my throat fucking my mouth. Slash just lays back and enjoys the sensation of my mouth 
on his skin. He doesn't have to control it, he doesn't seem to need me to hurt in order for him to feel 
pleasure. | hear Slash groan again and | have to admit that I'm enjoying doing this for maybe the first time 
ever. | didn't think giving a blow job would ever make me hot but | feel the heat building up between my legs 
while Slash's cock slides in and out of my mouth. | wrap my hand around his shaft and add that to my mouth 
sliding up and down him. Slash groans and jumps, arching up off the bed. He grips my hand in his, and pulls 
away from me with an almost pained sound. | look up at him surprised and he just smiles and says "Erin, if | 
let you do that much longer this would be over before it even got started! | laugh and he pulls me onto his 
chest whispering "Come here" to me. Its an invitation not a command, again something l'm not used to but that 
| like. With Axl it would have been more like "come here bitch" and he would have pulled my hair to move me 


where he wanted me to be. Slash just slowly runs his hands over my back. 


He pulls me into another kiss and holds me against him so tightly | can barely breathe. | kiss him back and | 


can tell that he's pouring years of restrained emotion into this kiss. Every movement of our tongues and lips 
tells me how hard he's been holding back all this time. He kisses me like he has to make sure | understand how 
he feels before | disappear and he's holding on to me, making sure that doesn’t happen. He holds me tightly to 
his body and flips us over so that he is on top of me and | feel his erection throbbing between our bodies. He 
takes his time moving up and over me; sliding between my legs and moving my thighs apart as he kneels 
between them. | reach out and run my hand over him again and he draws in his breath sharply. He moves my 
hand and positions himself against my body. "Erin are you sure?" he asks. Am | sure? | answer him by pushing 
myself up on my elbows and pressing my mouth to his again. He pulls back and looks at me and his dark eyes 
are smoldering with need. | pull his mouth back down onto mine and he smiles into my kiss. He slowly pushes 
into me giving me time to adjust to his size which causes me to draw in a quick breath in surprise before 


moving to push in deeper. 


For some reason | instantly stiffen up and feel a wave of panic rising in my stomach. This is where it always 
gets ugly for me. The point where Axl will begin slamming into me growling at me to tell him about how | want 
him. Slash feels my body go rigid and he looks down into my eyes. I'm afraid l'm going to see anger on his face 
but all | see is patience and concern. "You ok?" he whispers to me . | nod at him. | can't seem to get my jaw to 
unclench from the fear | was feeling. "Don't be scared babygirl," he tells me, reaching up to stroke my hair. 
"Don't be afraid. You know | won't hurt you." He's right, | do know he won't hurt me. | take a deep breath, look 
up into his soft brown eyes and find nothing there but love. "lm ok Slash," | squeak out. I'm rewarded with a 
soft smile and | feel myself relax under him and..around him. "I'm more than ok, | tell him, l'm with you, how 


could | not be? His eyes light up. 
"| love you Erin” 


| look up at him-straight into his eyes and tell him what | just realized "I love you too Saul" his arms tighten 
around me and then his mouth is back on mine and again | feel his whole heart in his kiss. Even the way he 
kisses me is him, it's firm, steady, full of lust but giving and gentle at the same time with a burst of 
craziness every now and then. | revel in the feeling of It; this kiss that's not painful, that's not being used to 
control me or silence me but that's there purely for the purpose of loving me. | kiss him back as hard as | 
can pouring everything that's been building inside me for the past few years towards this beautiful man into 
it. 


He kisses my ears and my neck "Let me make you feel good," he says. 


‘I'm ready" | tell him. "And Saul?" He looks at me. "This isn't just for me, | want you to feel good too." He grins 
in that naughty way of his that tells me both of us are going to be enjoying ourselves very much very soon 


When he's finally all the way inside of me he pulls back and begins to rock slowly in and out of me. "Shit Erin 
you're so wet, " he says through clenched teeth and | see a smile play over his lips. 

"I think that would be your fault mister" | tell him moving my hips with his so that he's pushing even deeper 
into me. His answer to that is to capture my lips in another fierce kiss that | return with just as much 
fervor. The way he moves his body is sensual, making sure that he's touching that spot inside me that makes 
me feel like I'm seeing stars as he moves within me. He spends a long time pleasuring me; teasing me and 


bringing me to the edge only to back off and start again, smiling when l'm finally panting and writhing 


underneath him, begging him to make me come. 


He obliges not once but twice, whispering in my ear how good it feels when | get off on his cock and how sexy 
| look underneath him. | come so hard it brings tears to my eyes, the release is just that complete. | think the 
scratch marks | leave on his back are going to be there for a while because | see the blood on my hands 


under my nails. He never complains he just kisses the tears off my cheeks. 


Finally when my breathing has returned to normal | lean up and whisper to him "Saul, its your turn" He smiles 
and increases the pace of his movements within me. His breathing is soon fast and hard matching the rhythm 
of his thrusts. | feel pleasure building again in the pit of my stomach and my muscles contract around him one 
last time. | hold him hard against me and find myself calling out his name and he groans in my ear as my body 
spasms around him. He thrusts even deeper and speeds up for a second intensifying the feelings inside of me 
and | feel an even stronger wave of pleasure running through me and my muscles grip him with even more 
strength. | can't believe he makes me feel this way, | didn't know it could be like this. Then | feel him explode, 
growling as he comes inside of me; grinding himself into me, pushing himself into me as deeply as he can and 
then gasping ‘Fuck Erin," as the second wave washes over him. When we're finished he looks down at me and | 
can't help but think he's so beautiful. He's sweaty and his soft hair hangs around his face in a frizzy halo. But 
the best part is the soft smile on his face. He's perfect: 


The Aftermath 


Shit that was amazing. | light a cigarette and pull Erin into me. We both just lay there for a while catching our 
breath. Then she looks up at me. "Slash?" 


Huh? 


"How did you learn how to do all of that, like where to touch me to make me feel that way? Nobody's ever 
done that before. " 


"That's because nobody's as good as me!" she laughs and elbows me. "No, you really want to know?" | ask 
blowing smoke out into the air above us. She nods. "Having sex in the same room as Duff and Izzy and the 


other guys for a long time. Same bed sometimes." 
"You guys are disgusting sometimes you know that? " Erin laughs. "You live animals when you're together!" 


"You seem to like it when I'm a wild animal!" | tease her and she just laughs. Besides Erin, touching you is easy, 
all | want to do is drive you wild so knowing how to touch you, it just comes naturally. Lots of practice too you 
know? Perfecting my technique". This gets me eye rolling and laughing. | love hearing her laugh. | could probably 


count the number of times lve heard her laugh in the past few years on one hand before she came here. 


"I noticed, | loved it. That's the first time in a long time anyone's cared how | feel during sex. The past few 
years it's been about hurting me. But you..you make all that go away Slash. You're so gentle with me.. 


She sounds surprised. | look up at her. "The point of sex isn't to hurt someone Erin, it's to feel good for both 
of you. | love you, | don't want to hurt you, | want to make your body feel good, not make you feel pain. She 
doesn't say anything she looks at me a little disbelieving. | softly press my lips to hers. "I love you Erin. | 
whisper against her mouth. That's also the first time in a long time; maybe the first time ever that | made 
love to a woman like that. I've never loved anyone else this much and | wanted it to be really special for you. 
I'm so afraid I'm going to hurt you. To me you're so delicate like glass or something. l'm afraid I'm going to 
break you and I've already seen you so broken, | want to make sure that when we're together like this it's 
always coming from the heart, not from anger, not from frustration or some sick need to control another 


person, | want to be with you because | care about you and you turn me on.and | hope | make you hot too!" 


"No worries in the hotness department Saul. | feel like my skin is on fire when you touch me. | also feel safe, 
and to me feeling safe is something | thought I'd never have. Thank you for that. | love you Saul," she whispers 
back and | can feel tears leaking down onto my skin. | didn't think | could ever love anyone ever again and there 
you were that night in the bathroom and it gave me hope. | fell for you a little bit then and a little more 
every time after that. | was just too afraid to tell you. | was afraid of the consequences that would rain down 


on both us. | don't want you to regret me bc of anything that happens to the band, | don't want to cause you 


any more stress that and cause you to shoot up, | dont want to be your mistake Saul, she whispers, her 


voice hoarse and shaking. 


| stub my cigarette out and take her face between my hands so | can look her in the eyes. "Erin, you will 
never be a mistake to me. Even if my band falls apart, even if | fall apart, even if I'm broke on the street 
again, you will never be a mistake to me. | love you with all my heart. | don't regret anything except not being 


able to protect you sooner.” 


"No," she says quickly putting her fingers to my lips. "You tried It was my choice to stay there and Axl's 
choice to do what he did. Don't ever say its your fault. You were my only light in the darkness and nothing he 
did to me was your fault, ever. When he would hit me | would close my eyes and imagine | was somewhere like 
this with you, just having a normal night with someone | loved who loved me back. When it was really bad I'd 
close my eyes and imagine your eyes; how there always seems to be a gleam of mischief there and sweetness. 
You were like my wild haired rock and roll guardian angel and you were there when | needed you most even 
though you had no idea what to do and were scared to death. You took me away from all that and | love you 


for having the courage to do it. 


"It wasn't anything anyone of the others wouldn't have done, it's what any decent person would have done." | 


tell her. 


"But it wasn't anybody else, it was you. You were the only one with the guts not to look away all the time. So, 
thank you for that." 


| can't say a word, my throat is so tight and I'm terrified I'm going to cry. "She thought of me when it got bad 
so that she could live through it? Erin, if you knew | loved you then why didn't you just come to me before?" 


She sighs. | was afraid of what Axl would do. To me, to you, to all of you. You guys were good and you 
deserved a break. | didn't want him to take away all of your dreams the way he had taken mine. It was bad 
enough he could hurt me, | didn't want that for any of you guys. There was also a part of me that still loved 
him desperately. 


Now | am crying. "Erin, you didn't have to go through that for us. We would have made it." 


"Yeah but he wouldn't have, and | loved him and | wanted his dream to come true. The band was part of it. The 


band is everything to him," she says. "He would have died Saul without the band" 


"But you almost died because of him and his craziness!" | exclaim. | can tell she's getting upset. | don't want to 
fight. Not tonight. Not after that. She didn't have to give herself to me, | didn't expect it. Part of me can't 
believe she thought | was special enough to give her body to after what happened to her. There is no way | 
am having an argument with this woman after all of that tonight. | just take a deep breath and say. "Erin, it's 
all in the past. All | know right now is that | love you more than anything and | can't wait to spend the rest of 
my life showing you what that means." | lay down and pull her down next to me and wrap my arms around 


her. | don't know if I'm ever going to be able to just let her lay on the other side of the bed without holding 


her, part of me is still afraid Ill wake up and she'll have disappeared like so many times before. 
But she doesn't complain she just snuggles in closer to me and whispers "I love you Saul," into my neck. 
Good night sweet angel," | whisper in her ear. She snuggles in closer to me and she soon falls asleep and | doze 


off with her. Shit what a night. Before | fall asleep | realize | didn't shoot up tonight or go to bed with a 
cigarette. She's good for me | think to myself with a drowsy smile. 


The Record Company Brawl 


The next morning | have to be in the studio, everyone is going to be in the studio. Everyone in one room 
recording including Axl. | start drinking as soon as | hit the door. As usual we end up waiting on Axl to show up. 
When he finally breezes in we get down to business. The last song of the day is "Patience" which is a really 
rice ballad Izzy wrote years ago. Its all acoustic and no drums so Steven is busy tapping on something else and 
playing with some candles and crap that are in the room with us. No matter how much | hate him | have to 
admit Axl sounds amazing. Women are going to drop their panties left and right after hearing this one. | just 
won't look at him through the whole 3 hours we're in the studio. Management carefully arranges us so that 
Duff and Izzy are sort of between us anyway. They know something's up obviously but | don't exactly how 
much they know. | haven't told them anything. When the session's done though l'm pissed and drunk and pissed 
and drunk are a combination that either leads to a fight in me or shooting up. Fighting here with all of the 
record company guys around is probably a bad idea. Shooting up it is. | know Axl's singing that fucking song to 
Erin, | can tell by the fact that he won't look at me and how he preens around the microphone thrusting his 
groin The way he closes his eyes when he's singing "sad woman take it slow, things will be just fine." All a 
message to her. To me.” Well, | don't care how much patience you have Axl, she's not coming back." | think to 


myself." She doesn't want to. She's not your punching bag anymore." 


| saw him glance my way once when | got up to go to the bathroom. God the feeling of the heroin flowing into 
my veins is amazing. Nikki Sixx told me once that he thought it felt like a warm blanket sliding over you. It's a 
pretty good description It's like a soft piece of silk falling over you taking all of your worries and your pain 
with it. 


| slide down the bathroom door and sit on the floor feeling totally relaxed. | can do this, | keep telling myself. | 
can finish this today. | take a deep breath stand up. | put everything back in my jacket pocket and make my 
way back out into the studio. Heroin raises your blood pressure at first before it makes it drop off so l'm 
suddenly really hot stuck in a room with all of these people. I'm standing in front of the couch where I've been 
sitting and l'm talking to Steven and | peel off my shirt and drop it onto the couch. Its too fucking hot in here 
man." | tell him. He agrees and his shirt hits the floor too. We grab a couple more beers and are just standing 
there when suddenly a scuffle starts on the other side of the room and moves towards us. | Turn around and 


see Izzy and Duff holding a flailing, kicking Axl who seems to be trying to get to me. 
"What the fuck?" Steven asks. 


"Put your shirt back on!" Duff yells across the room. 
"Huh?" 


"Your shirt Slash, " Duff says again. Steven moves to grab it for me and shrieks "HOLY SHIT Fucker!" and 
starts laughing. | still don't get it until my Steven smacks me on the back with my shirt and it stings and | 
realize that there must still be marks there from last night. Marks left by Erin Marks that Axl saw. 


Fuuuuuuuck. Now what? 


Axl breaks loose from the hold that Izzy and Duff have on him and launches himself at me. His fist connects 
with the side of my face and then we're all over each other. Both of us are hitting and kicking, at one point he 
bites me. "She's my fucking wife you cocksucker!" He screams at me while sitting on my chest punching me. | 
throw him off and pin his hands to the floor straddling him. "Then maybe you should have treated her like it 
instead of treating her like a punching bag!" | tell him, smashing my fist into his teeth. "IIl treat the bitch 
however | want! That doesn't mean you get to fuck her!" he says spitting blood into my face. | put my knee on 
his arm and grab his face tightly in my hand. "That's the difference between me and you Axl, you fucked her. | 
don't hurt her when | sleep with her. Different thing. Doesn't tend to make women want to run away 
screaming.” l'm so angry now, angry and belligerent. "But | will tell you this, it wasn't your name she was 
screaming when she left those scratches on my back," | hiss at him. Anger gives him new strength and he 
frees an arm wailing on my head. Security has run in by now and it takes five guys to pull us apart. Axl gets 
locked in the room we were recording in and | get thrown in a chair in the control room. Alan Niven and even 
Tom Zutaut are pacing up and down the control room watching Axl destroy the set. Security is standing just 
outside the doors to both rooms. The door opens and David Geffen walks in, fuck. Guess we're in bigger trouble 


than | thought. 


"What the fuck Slash? Geffen asks me. | don't answer | just sigh. "You're fucking his wife or something? That 
tiny little Everly girl with the brown hair he beats people to a pulp over? Didn't you think if he gets that 
upset when someone looks at her he might be a little pissed if you're sleeping with her? What the fuck were 
you thinking?" 


| kick a chair across the room sending it crashing into the wall. "It's not like that," | growl. 


"Well what is it like then?" Zutaut asks. "Because he quite clearly said you were fucking his wife and you didn't 
exactly deny it. | couldn't hear what the hell you said to him right before we pulled you two apart but | heard 
something about him treating her like a punching bag. ls that what's happening? | can't say anything. My 
throat's too tight and all | can see in my head is Erin curled up and bleeding on the floor of that closet: 


Look," says a quiet voice from across the room. It's Izzy. Fucker moves like a cat, he doesn't make any noise 
when he comes into a room. "| saw what Axl did to her that last day they were together. I've never seen 
anything like that..he says and turns pale which obviously alarms the two execs. "He fucking..he..l"m pretty 


sure he." 


| stand up knocking the chair l'm sitting in into something. Izzy looks up in fright. 

"Yeah Izzy he did ok? He tied her up, beat her, and he.."! can't finish though. The need to cry overwhelms me 
and | rake my hand through my hair and kick the soundboard with my boot. | end up just sliding down to the 
floor and sobbing. Izzy moves towards me and sits down with me, slinging an arm over my shoulders. 
Management is just staring at us. They're probably thinking that dumb line from those tv commercials that 
are one right Saturday mornings now "This is your brain on drugs," because | know crying is not on their list 


of things | do. 


‘Leave him alone," Izzy says. "Slash didn't do anything wrong. He probably did the only good thing that's been 


done in this whole situation. He picked Erin up and carried her out of hell. Nothing else good has come out of it. 


Axl's in there tearing shit up. He's hurting, the fucker deserves it but he is. The whole band's in an uproar, 
Slash and Axl can't be in the same room without killing each other. Fuck this shit. Axl deserves what he gets 
though." 


Tom Zutaut takes in a deep breath and lets it out. "Ok, start at the beginning and tell me what the hell you 
guys are talking about. Duff and Izzy look at each other, then at me. | just shake my head. | can't breathe 
much less talk My chest feels like it's going to explode. Izzy lightly rubs my back trying to get me to relax. | 
do relax a little so he keeps doing it. 


"Duff, you start," Izzy says. "Sounds like you know something | don't." Duff sighed and walked over to the chair 
| had sent careening into the wall and flopped down it. He lit up a cigarette and inhaled, letting the nicotine wash 


over him before he blew a cloud of smoke through his lips in surrender and turned to the three execs. 


"Like two years ago, remember that big New Year's party Axl had at his house? Slash went upstairs to get 
high in Axl's bathroom. | followed him but before | could get to the bathroom Axl and Erin came up the stairs. 
They were fighting and Axl had her arm all twisted up behind her back. | was hiding in the guest room, and 
anyway he shoved her down the hall and into the bedroom and they had this big fight and then Axl told her to 
stay in there and he left. | was going to go in and see if she was ok but when | opened the door she was in the 
bathroom and so was Slash..so | just waited in the guest room for Slash." They all turn to look at me. | take a 
deep breath and fish the cigarettes out of my own pocket and light up. 


"She didn't know | was in there and she walked in," | can finally breathe enough to talk. She was all bloody and 
beat up." | can hear my voice shaking. "She asked me to shoot her up. Man, | didn't know what to do and she 
was crying and she asked me if the smack would make it stop hurting. So | gave her the heroin. | was really 
fucked up and | asked her to leave with me. She said no. She told me to go back to the party and act like | 
hadn't seen anything. Like | hadn't heard fucking Axl kick her across the room." Just like that in my head l'm 
back in that bathroom and Erin's sitting on the floor begging me not to tell. | slam my fist into the wall behind 
me feeling the rage return. "So | didn't tell. It would have just made it worse for her. Then | ran into her a few 
more times over the years and we shot up together. She came to my house once to get away from him. But | 
didn't see her very often because Axl wouldn't fucking let her out of his sight. She wasn't allowed to fucking 
talk to any of us, you know? She wasn't even allowed to talk to her own fucking mom! | can feel myself growing 


tense and angry again, wired like a bomb about to go off. Izzy starts rubbing my back again 


Anyway, then when we got back to LA we all went that one night to the Whiskey and Erin was there. It was 
dark in there but just the way the light hit her face you could see that she had a fucking bruise on her cheek 
under her makeup. | followed her when she went to the bathroom and asked her if Axl had done it. She said 
yes and | asked her again to leave him and she said no. | went back to the table and Axl said something about 
something he was reading and how the guy in the book went looking for trouble and when he found it it was so 
much worse than he thought. | wasn't really listening to him bc | was pretty pissed and | really just wanted to 
strangle him right then but | knew if | said anything he would know | had talked to Erin in the hallway and he 
would hurt her more. She wouldn't leave him so | couldn't do anything about it! But | think he already knew and 
that's what he was trying to say to me, he was telling me it was going to get worse now that | had gone 


looking for her, “looking for trouble." | lean back against the wall again and stub my cigarette out on the floor. 


"So then what? She did leave him?" Zutaut asks. | notice Steven has managed to get in here and is just leaning 
against the bookshelves. Where the hell did he come from? 


"So remember that day we were gonna do the photo shoot?" | hear Izzy say quietly beside me. 
"Yeah, the one you guys didn't show up for even though | sent a car for you all?" Alan asks, annoyed. 


"Fuck you, Izzy says. | glance sideways at Izzy. "Well fuck him," Izzy says to me. He wasn't there. Duff picks up 
where Izzy left off. 


"Slash and | went up to get Axl and bring him down to the car that day. We kept pounding on his door but he 
didn't answer. Finally we got tired of waiting and Slash tried the door and it was open, he had left he place wide 
open. So we fucking go in there and then Izzy and Steven came up to see what was taking so long and Steven 
and | go out on the deck to look for him out there around the pool and stuff but he wasn't out there. Slash 
and Izzy went to look for him upstairs. Steven and | didn't find Axl so we went upstairs to see what was going 
on because Izzy and Slash still hadn't come back downstairs. Izzy wouldn't let us go into the bedroom, said we 
had to go find Axl and Slash was with Erin. Izzy was white as a sheet and before he shut the door | saw all 
this blood all over the bed.."Duff closes his eyes and rubs them. Then we called a cab and went back to Izzy's. 
We sent Slash and Erin over to Slash's in the limo. She couldn't walk or maybe just didn't want to, Slash carried 
her out of there wrapped up in this big blanket. Izzy gathered up a bunch of her stuff and put it in a bag. | 
never saw her face, she was all curled up into Slash and you could see that she was shaking. Steven cuts in at 


this point. 


"So we went to find Axl and he was already at the studio and we got him to come outside and shoved him into 
Izzy's car. Izzy floored it back to his house and Ax''s yelling at us the whole time and Izzy man, he just smokes 
the whole way there and tells him to shut his fucking mouth, you should have seen him man, he was scary!" 
Izzy's mouth crooks up at the corner. "So then we get to Izzy's and Duff drags Axl out of the car and we go 
into the house and Duff throws him up against the wall! Izzy yells at Axl and says we know what he did what 
the fuck was he thinking and shit and Axl he just says we don't know shit. Izzy said he knew enough that Axl 
was a sick fuck and then he punched him and Axl punched him back and they started fighting and then we all 
started fighting. Then Axl asked where that little bitch Slash was and Izzy said he was going to find out. Duff 
grabbed Axl and put him in a headlock and then we stuffed him back in the car and drove him to Slash's 
house. Slash came out and beat the shit out of Axl again and knocked him out and then he said "Get that shit 
off my porch!" and we dumped Axl in his living room! It was fucking awesome!" Steven says bounching around 
like his usual idiot self. He loves a good fight, especially if it involves Axl. Niven holds up his hand. 


"Wait, you guys grabbed Axl, beat him up then drug him over to Slash's house and let Slash beat him and 


knock him out then took him home and he never called the cops on all of you?" 


"He won't fucking call the cops," Izzy says. 
"If he did he would have to tell them why we beat him up anyway. Besides, cops fucking hate Axl" Izzy reaches 
over and takes the pack of cigarettes out of my hand and lights one of his own. Duff is working on his second 


smoke and Steven is pacing up and down the room, a ball of nervous energy. 


"So, exactly what did he do because all we've heard is that you guys were in his house, something happened to 
Erin, there was blood on the bed and Slash left with Erin after which you all hunted him down and beat him 
up. That might piss some people off a little.." Geffen said. They all look at me but | can't answer them. If | even 
try to talk my throat closes up. Izzy can feel my breathing getting shallow again and moves his arm back 


around me. 


"When Slash and | went into the room there was nobody in there but the bathroom light was on. | went over 
to see if Axl was in there and the next thing | know Slash is standing in front of the closet yelling for me to 
give him a blanket or something and call the cops. | didn't know what the fuck he was talking about so | walked 
back over to where he was and he shuts the door a little and kind of stands in front of it but | saw Erin over 
his shoulder, she was tied up on the floor with tape over her mouth and she didn't have any clothes on and 
there was all this blood under her. | gave Slash the blanket and he put it over her and | was going to call the 
cops but Erin started making a bunch of noise and she was choking so Slash took the tape off of her mouth 
so she could breathe and she said she didn't want the cops called; that Axl did it. She started crying for Slash 
to get her hands free, they were tied behind her back with a belt. He let her arms go and she grabbed his 
shirt and won't let go and asks him not to leave her. He asked me scissors to cut her free so | found some in 
the bathroom. By the time | found the scissors he had her calmed down and then | heard the guys in the 
hallway so | left him there, they didn't need to see her." 


"What about all this blood on the bed and on the floor? 

"What about it?" Izzy practically growls. 

"Where did it come from?" Niven asks, "from Axl hitting Erin? 

"No you stupid fuck, don't you get it? He raped her up the ass that morning or something then he tied her up 
and left her in the closet! Happy now somebody finally said it?" Izzy's face has turned bright red and his eyes 
are glimmering with the need for a fight. 

Geffen looks horrorstruck. "Saul did you take her to a hospital or something?" he asks me. 

"She wouldn't let me. | wanted to but she said no, | wasn't going to force her too, she'd already been through 
enough that day. She could hardly stand up or walk | carried her everywhere that day, and the day after that 


and and.. just cant go on again and my chest closes up and the tears start to fall. 


Security suddenly bursts in an reports "Mr. Rose broke a window and left the building." 
"What?" Geffen asks. 


"He's gone, we chased him out to the parking lot and he got in his car and drove off. We couldn't legally stop 
him or anything.” 


| sit bolt upright and ask "Which way did her turn out of the parking lot left or right? 


"Left," the guy tells me. My house is to the left. | have only one thought as | push my way out of the room. 


"Erin" 
"Slash where the fuck are you going?" Tom Zutaut yells after me. 


| don't answer him but | hear Izzy say "He's going after Erin They're both going after Erin. 


| am hers and she is mine 


Slash 


| can't get to the car fast enough. Axl left the studio and is headed towards my house, headed towards Erin. | 
promised Erin | would never let Axl hurt her again and it's a promise | mean to keep. God I'm so fucking high 
but I'm going to get to her. Just as | reach my car in the parking lot | hear Duff shout at me from behind 
"Hey man, wait, you're wasted, and you can't drivel | toss him my keys and he slides in the driver's side and 


we fly out of the parking lot. 


| notice that Izzy and Steven are following us along with a cadre of security, great, just fucking great. Finally 
we screech to a stop in my driveway and sure enough fucking Axl's car is parked there like he owns the place. 
| throw open the long door of the mustang and stumble out hurrying to the front door of the house. It's not 
open. Duff hurries onto the porch and unlocks the door and we burst into the house like insane detectives on a 
TV show. There is loud yelling coming from upstairs and it sounds like Axl is beating on a door. Good, maybe 
Erin has locked herself in somewhere and is ok. 


Duff and | run up the stairs just as Izzy, Steven, and all the others come flying into my house. See what | 
mean about it being a bad cop show? Axl is at the end of the hall pounding on my bedroom door and 
demanding that Erin open it. | walk quickly down the hall and throw Axl up against the wall and | get right in his 
face and yell "What the fuck are you doing in my house?" 


"What the fuck were you doing in my house weeks ago fucker?" he yells back. "I'm taking my wife back!" 


"No, you're not," | say calmly through gritted teeth. "She doesn't want to go with you. If she did she wouldn't 
be hiding behind a locked door, she would have left with you." 


"How do | know you aren't holding her here against her will huh? Maybe you've got her tied up in there, using 
her as your little fuck toy," he says and laughs evilly." 


"Don't confuse me with yourself. Erin is here because she wants to be. She comes and goes as she pleases. 
She is not now nor ever will be my "fuck toy." That woman in there is something precious to me and | love 


her. | will never, ever, let you hurt her again you crazy fucking sadist, do you understand me?" 


| want to hear it from her," he says. "I want her to tell me she wants to be here with you, that she doesn't 


want me." 
| hear the door click open behind me and look back to see Erin standing behind the partially open door. She looks 
in my eyes for a second as if gathering her strength and then looks at Axl. "I want to be here. | want you to 


look at me because it's the last time you'll ever see me again 


He does look at her, he stares her down but to her credit she doesn't back down either and he's the first one 


to look away. "! will never forgive you for what you did to me Axl, not just that last day but all the other 
times too. Saul's good to me, he puts my needs ahead of his own, he tries to make me happy. He loves me; he 
takes care of me and | love him, do you understand me?" 


Axl nods. But don't expect to get anything out of me bitch, no money or anything else is coming your way!" 
"Good, because | don't anything from you or any reminders of you." Erin tells him. 


"Stupid bitch," Axl says as he stomps his boot into the floor and pushes past me to stomp down the hallway. | 
can hear a murmur of voices downstairs and the door slamming but | don't care. 


| turn to Erin and pull her into my arms. "You ok babygirl?" | ask her. 


"Yeah," she tells me. "For the first time in a long time | think | am. Thanks for showing up when you did; | 
wasn't sure how much longer that door was going to hold." 

"| promised you he would never hurt you again, that | wouldn't let anything happen to you. | had to keep that 
promise to you and it's not just a promise for today it's a promise forever. But you were holding your 
own,you know? You're pretty brave." She smiles up at me and | gently lower my lips to kiss hers. | don't care 


what happens from now on. My whole life is standing right here in front of me in my arms. 


We turn towards the stairs to go and face our friends who are assembled below and full of questions. But 
when they see us walk down the stairs together holding hands and grinning like idiots they realize there aren't 
really any questions to be asked. Erin is mine and | am hers and finally she is safe and happy. For once | don't 


need a bottle of Jack in my hand to smile. | only need her. For us, nothing else matters. 


